
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



' KEY-FOTES, 



BY J. C. PEABODY. 



B.OaXON: 

1864. 



7r,T. NEW TflRK 
Prr-I.lC LIBRAEY 

ASTOK. li:n<'X akd 

TILDEN Fh NDATIONB 
R •' IMS 1. 



Printed at thQ £ssex Banner Office. 



^ 

^ 
r 



m §fe §jear n»^ t\t Jtto» 



Once more Old Time unbars the silent tomb, 
In the past land where his dead years are lying 

All side by side, amid the eternal gloom ; 
For now is last born in the night is dying. 



He bids adieu the solemn, dark robed hours, 
. That one by one, glide by his snowy bed — 
And now the great bells, from a thousand towers 
Chant out his requiem — for the year is dead. 



But lo ! a new-born Cherub hovering near, 

Whose^^wings shall sweep the starry circle through ; 

For the death struggles of the passing year 
Were still the birth-pangs of the coming new. 



THK 0U> TEAB AND THE NEW« 



Now Janus wears a smiling face before, 
Yet backward looks a sad, a long adieu ; 

From the same fountain doth Aquarius pour 
Tears for the old, libations to the new. 



Time buries his dead, and from the tomb comes forth, 
Rolls to the stone, and writes above the door 

Another epitaph, that all the earth 

Shall read and ponder through the evermore. 



There is the story of the by-gone years, 

Their joys and sorrows, and their love and hate ; 

And there the lachrymals of bitter tears 
Stand full, forever, by the frowning gate. 



There hang the scutcheons of departed nations ; 

There glows the red page of their growth and strife ; 
There lie the ashes of the dead creations — 

A world, or state, a creed, or mortal life. 



THB OLD TXAR AND tHB KBW. 



And all the legends on those stony pages 
Shall grow to oracles in coming days ; 

And anborn minstrels, in the unborn ages, 
Shall \ei\\ them over in their sounding lays. 



Then write no record of our woe and crime ; 

Let no dirge drown the psean of that day — 
•*What I have written" cries the voice of Time, 

'♦That 1 have written, and it stands for aye." 



There is no resurrection of the past — 

Its ghost may haunt thee, but it lives no more ; 

Yet mourn it not — behold the future vast, 
The eternal future, stretches on before. 



Take then the book of fate into thy hand, 
And for the new year write the great decree ; 

And what thou writest shall forever stand ; 
And what thou wiliest, that the end shall be. 



m §JDk^ ti i^t §p^ieritf • 



I saanterei forth at eventide, 

When paled t'le regal robes of daj, 

As out the golden gates he hied, 

And vanished down the western way. 



And then his queen, the holy Night — 
Aronnd her brow the starry crown, 

The sceptre raisol which, in his flight. 
Her abdication lord threw down. 



Then Luna drew her coursers* rein. 

And drove her chariot up through heaven. 

While followed in thb royal train 
Orion and the Sisters Seven. 



TUG TOICI 07 THE SPUXBBS. 



AdI as rolled on ilia Eternal Spheres, 
We talked together, they and I, 

Till in an hour a thousand years 

Seemed passed in question and reply. 



Still unto every problem given, 

To every riddle I propounded, 
One answer waa inscrlbai in heaven. 

And through the earth one voice resounded. 



For all that was or is to be, 

All mysteries, to which we bow, 

Are parts of one infinity — 
Of one eternal is and now. 



Ask why thou art — "that I might be," 
Gomes up from Nature's broad domain ; 

"For I*m in thee, and thou in me — 
Links of one endless golden chain." 



THE TOICB or TB£ FPHCB^. 



One star less bright, one flower the more, 
Or more of good or ill in roan, 

Another sand grain on the shore, 

Woald turn the scale, and mar the plan. 



Then cease thy questioning and doubt — 
Nay, question on, if such thy fate — 

The truths now past thy finding out 
For thee adown the future wait. 



m f »^ 
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"0, Friend, the May is almost here — 
The buds are bursting now— 

Iler opening bird-song thrills mj oar, 
And her breath is on my brow. 



She whispers me to flee awhile 
My labors and my books, 

And hie me where the cowslips smile 
Along the singing brooks. 



Bid cousin Margie wait for me 
Beneath her cottage door ; 

And when I com 3 right merrily 
We'll live old spring times o'er. 



10 OUB MAT QVKBN. 



And ere the san, oq May day mora. 

Has stolen the diamond dew 
Through the wild wood and o'er the lawn 

We'll seek the violet blue." 



Thus a dear maiden said or sung, 
But which I scarce can tell, 

For the sweet music of her tongue 
Was speech and song as welL 



Then on his rosary old Time 
Told the days, one hy one, 

Until the glad bells' morning chime 
Welcomed the May-day sun. 



But though we rose in dewy hours, 

Our promise to fulfil, 
She walked not with us mid the flowers-^ 

We left her sleeping still. 



OUB MAT <HJSBir. 11 



Sleeping upon the warm hillside, 
The green sod on her breast ; 

For we never deem that she has died-- 
Bat only gone to rest. 



As through the field and forest straying, 
We plucked the flowers that day, 

Methought the angels, too, went Maying 
And stole our rose away. 



Then said we, "as she lie? so low, 
To sleep for many a spring. 

And nevermore a-Maying go, 
May's gifts to hor we'll bring." 



So kneeling by her couch of green, 
We wove a crown of flowers, 

And laid it there, and hailed her Queen 
Of a brighter May than ours. 



Ikt i^h^xn^k. 



What inean the miles of jsoun^ing wiro, 
Stretched oat afar o'er hiil and plain, 

As if the earth were oae vast lyre, 
Kinging her own triumphal strain ? 



It IS a lyre, whose every string 
Shall vihrate to the praise of man ; 

Such tribute to his genius bring, 
As ne'er was paid since time began. 



It is the masterpiece of earth, 
The climax of all human might. 

Where Mai>, forgetful of his birth. 
Infringes Jove's eternal right* 



THB TSLlQftAPH. 13 



It is the path where lightnings fly, 
Obedient to Man's lordly will, 

Who forced them from their native sky 
And chained them down on every hill. 



It is the gieat highway of thought, 
Wh^re all the nations converse hold — 

Ere word is said, or deed is wrought, 

Tiswhisperei round and round the world. 



No moie we trust the carrier dove. 
Nor iron steed nor lagging gale, 

But call the Thunderer from above, 
To bear the new;>, or tell the tale. 



We far outspeed the rolling Earth, 
And put the car of Time aback , 

For ere the future has its birth 
'Tis past upon the spirit track. 



14 TUB TELEGRAPS. 



From East to West, from Pole to Pole- 
Wherever Man Has pressed the sod, 

The every thought of every soul 
Is omnipresent, like as God. 

It binds a thousand states in one, 
Its life pulse thrilling all the union. 

Till every kingdom tribe and tongue 
P>?cll in millenial communion. 



m mmuB^if. 



The hurricane roared up the bay, 
While mid the rocks and shoals 

A stranger vessel groped her way, 
Laden with human souls — 

Lo, there she lies, but who shall say 
Where are the human souls. 



The Warden woke at early hour, 
To hear her cannon boom ; 

Sprung to the loophole of his tower. 
And peered forth into the gloom — 

Quoth ho, "I fear no mortal power 
Can e'er avert her doom." 



16 THB D0MJB8BIP. 



'*Yet haste thee, pilots what ho, slaves ! 

Quick, man away the boat, 
Nor turn je back for \?ind or waves, 

An but a c^linter float, 
Lest haplj over their own graves 

Volleys that iron throat." 



I chanced to be the Warden's guest. 
In Bluebeard's ancient keep ; 

But though I had retired to rest, 
It had not been to sleep, 

For anxious thoughts were in my breact. 
Of dear ones o'er the deep. 



"Now prithee pilot," thus I said, 
"I fain would go with thee — 

Perchance 't would ccol a throbbing head. 
The fresh blast from the sea ; 

And they 're not down among the dead, 
I might some serviee be." 



TOM D0MI8HIP. IT 



The boat was launched, the sails were spread, 

And with no chary hand ; 
With Scandinavia's flag o'er head, 

We bounded from the land — 
It half appalled us, 'twas so dread, 
Half charmed us 'twas so grand. 



*^Waden og Zernbock,** thus he swore, 
The gallant blue-eyed Dane — 

"Such storm I never saw before. 
Nor would I see again — " 

Yet O, 't were worth an age on shore. 
That morning on the Main ! 



We ueared the ship, and througi the dark 

Distorting mist could see 
What well the pilot could not mark, 

Though ever it seemed to me 
The demon Charon's crazy bark , 

Sculling beneath her lee. 



r8 Sn DOUBBm 



Still pea) OB peal, her larum bell 
Tolled off the moments dire ; 

And peal on peal, her gun, as well. 
Roared out with iongue of fire, 

Till hope despaired, and courage fell, 
As death and doom drew nigher. 



We reached the ship — we gave her hail — 

No answer hail gave she. 
Save gun and bell and banging sail 

And loud resounding sea — 
Yet gazing steadfast o'er the rail, 

Stood three 9Core men and three, 



As waxen dolls with vacant stare, 

Kesemble one another, 
So did those men in blank despair, 

Look each one like his brother— 
One grim expression brooded there. 

And banished every other 



TBB DOMESHIF. 



Three served the guu, one tolled the bell, 

Yet nathless did they seem 
Like men that wrought beneath a spell, 

Or wandered in a dream ; 
Nor heeded oar tumultaous yell 

More than the tempest's scream. 



'•0 Pilot" cried I, pale with fear, 

What manner of ship is she, 
And these strange men, what do they here. 

Gazing out into the sea ?" 
"Go ask the fiends— they 're surely here — 

But prithee ask not me," 



Again beneath the vessels bow 
We spied the barge of Hell ; 

For Charod turned her shattered prow 
Toward the tolling bell ; 

Yet little did they dream I trow, 
Of ringing their own kaell. 



19 
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«'Thoa deemedst right** the pilot said, 
**And this anearthlj thing 

Comes up the rivor of the dead, 
These waiting sods to bring — 

See, Oharon wears the shaggy head, 
Just as the poets sing.** 



To ganner and to bellman then 
He beckoned with his oar — 

"Here's aid at last, O fated men — 
The boat awaiteth four — " 

Then passing straight from mortal ken. 
They sought the nether shore. 



As o'er a dam the waters fall, 
Though se3m they standing still. 

So when they sped atCharon^scall 
There places others fill 

So quickly that no breach at all 
Disclosed tho fearful ill. 



TBI IXmBSHIP. 21 



Not long the passage Cbaron made — 
Hell's rivers swiftly flow — 

Not long in P1ato*s realms he staid — 
He heard that bell I trow. 

Nor long to come again dela jed. 
Nor yet again to go. 



Thus hoar by hour, the livelong day, 
That boat shot back and forth — 

A mighty shuttle, weaving away 
The thread of the sons of Earth— 

There tbe ship lies, but who shall say 
W here arc those sons of Earth. 



WHICH A LADY DESIRED FOR TOOTH POWDER. 



Tis written in the olden story 
The Phoenix from his ashes hoary 
Bose to new life and brighter glory. 



Doubt not the fable, cousin Anna — 

Even this drois of my Havana 

Shall bring forth beauty in like manner. 



Amid these cinders fire divine 
Lies latent, that anon will shine 
Light ot those living pearls of thine. 



ON TQB ASHES OF A CIGAB. 28 

When first I lit tha tiny sheaf 
Of many a fragrant golden leaf, 
Tha^i lightens care and chastens grief, 



Unto my lips 't was doubly sweet, 

To think at last thine own 't woald greet, 

Or ever its mission was complete. 



And while I watched the smoke arise 
You grew a Goddess to mine eyes, 
To whom I burned my sacriQce ! 



But ah, I worshipped, I*m afraid. 
Far less the Goddess than the maid- 
My orthodoxy 'snot o*er staid. 



I saw no lifeless statue cold,. 

From mythologic realms of old. 

Bat beauty breathing and full souled. 



24 OH THS ASHIS OF k CIOAl. 



No saint of Papal fabulist ; 
No Osdianic sprite of mist ; 
But one that might be clasped and kissed. 



Nay, more, the dearest boon that Hearen 
Hath ever to its earth-child given — . 
Friendship, whose bonds, shall ne'er be riven. 



So shall this dost a talisman be — 
When at your toilet think of me ; 
And when 1 smoke, I'll smoke to thee ! 



\\!t %mi ^xms. 



Dressei in silks and jewels rare, 
Rocking in her easy chair, 
What in the world to her is care? 



Dressed in livery of strife, 
Trudging on, to drum and fife. 
What in the world to him is life ? 



For 'tis whispered in hi** ear, 
She who dwells his heart anear 
Is bat false and insincere. 



26 THIS LOST ARUS. 



Now the battle storm of Hell 
Rages over hill and dell — 
Moraing shall its hprrors tell. 



Dressed in silks and jewels rare, 
Rocking in her easy chair, 
What in the world to her is care 7 



Haik ! the Postman at the door- 
Now her idle dream is o'er, 
And abundant care in store. 



"Soldier's letter !" thanks to thee, 
Father, that he's spared to me — 
What ! an unknown hand I see. 



With the calmness of despair 
Opened she the missive there — 
Read she thus, with ejea astare : 



THI LOST ARMS. 27 



"Early in the bloody.-fray, 
On Antietam's fatal day^ 
Both his arms were shot away. 



Lying on his pallet low, 

He would fain release yoa now 

Freely from your early vow. 



For it is not meet, he said, 

Such a wreck such charms should wed- 

He'll betroth the worm instead. 



Flying South on wings of steam, 
Wings that all too leaden seem, 
Vows she that vow to redeem. 



In the gray of morning light 
Now the tented city white, 
Bursts upon her longing sight. 



28 , THl LOST ARMS. 



Past the Picket, past the Guard, 
Down the beaten alleys haiyl 
To the convalescent ward. 



To the cot whereon he lies • 
With the speed of love she hies — 
"I will keep my vow" she cries. 



"Still are left your heart and brain, 
And while they your soul contain 
I deem you sound and whole again." 



•*I am sound and whole," he said — 
Above the cot his arms he spread. 
And on his breast drew dowii her head. 



Startled with a glad surprise, 

Scarce believeth she her eyes — 

« 
•»0, thou fibbing rogue," she cries. 



TBI LOOT ARMS. 29 

"Nay, 'twas but the truth you heard — 
I lost ^^both arms^^ upon my word — 
I lost my phtd and my sword \ 



A CRAYON BT BARRY. 



Some stray leaves, angel eister mine, 
From off this wreath of sorrow, 

That freshly doth my brow entwine. 
Shall fall on yours to-morrow ; 

And those dear golden locks of thine 
A deeper thadc will borrow. 



Forever underneath the cloud, 
That looms in life before us, 

I see the foeman evil-browed. 
That fain would trample o'er us ; 

But my weak arm shall stem the crowd 
Till God*s strong arm restore us. 



IH£ MOTHERLSSi. SI 



For still beyond the cloud I oast' 
My eyes in contemplation — 

And little one, I have at last 
Of THAT land revelation — 

*»The laud which for our bitter past 
. Shall make full compensation." 



Wi^ ^-wnituti. 



MAD AT THE CENTENNIAL OF DUMMER ACADEMY. 



We come to day from East and West, 
From seaside and from hillside green, 

From tented fields, in banners drest, 
And harvest fields, of silver sheen. 



Like Islam's pilgrims we behold 
Our Mecca in this classic shrine, 

Around whose walls, in wreaths of gold, 
The laurels of a century twine. 



THl RE-UinON. SB 



We meet in bonds of peace to-day, 
Though all the world resound with wars 

Whoever else may bide his sway 
The Muses shall not bow to Mars. 



For us, as for the Hebrew seer, 
The shadow on the dial's faco 

Shall backward glide, for many a year, 
And boyhood's sunny realms retrace. 



Once more on Grecian battle plains 
We'll walk with Xenophon in hand, 

Or charmed with Virgirs lofty strains. 
Wander adown the silent land. 



Again we'll climb Oxpasture's brow. 
And look forth on the eternal sea, 

Or dream on Parker's tide below 
What only in our dreams may be. 



M THl RV-UNION. 



And here mid Dumtner's hiillowed bowers 
We'll quaff rich draughts of storied lore, 

And on the rosary of the hours 
Count all the by-gone century o*or. 



And pray that down the coming time 
This beacon light may brighter grow, 

Fed from the fount of Truth sublime, 
Till lost in Heaven's eternal glow. 



hflyi jpf '*g|je Steg ui mmnt Mm^x». 



"Now while oar soldiers are flghtiog our battles, 

Each at bis post to do all that he can, 
Down among rebels aod contraband chattels, 

What are you doing, my sweet little man ?" 

"the autocrat.** 

Yes, little man, pray what are you doing ? 

Rhyming and punning so Taliant and bold — 
•♦All the brave boys" are gone or are going, 

And left the poor "Autocrat" out iu the cold. 



''Never throw etones when you live in glass houses — " 
*'Kottle should never cry black to the pot—" 

Wait till your rhyme your courage arouses — 
When you enlist laugh at thoso who will not. 



S6 BIFLT Of IBE <<8TAT AT BCUE ItAKGnUB.'' 



Gertes you know that the pen is more mighty 
Then ever the sword was, and safer to wield — 

Your lines you manage, though ever so flighty ; 
Pon't you dare cope with the lines in the field? 



Well you discuss with your class in the college 
Bruises and fractures and fevers and death — 

"Why not go to war, and practice your knowledge, 
Cutting off limbs where they cutoff your breath. 



Then when the Lyceum season advances 
Volleys you stand from a thousand eyes bold^ 

Where girls are in force with their most killing glancea 
Behind cotton breastworks, like Jackson of old. 



Tis pleasanter rowing your boat in Charles river, 
To cultivate muscle and maratime skill, 

Than handling a frigate where Bebel rams shiver 
The spers and the timbers, and Bebel shot kill. 



BEPLY TO THE "STAT AT HOHX SAMGKBB/' 87 



Tis true that your decades the high numbers verge on — 

Too old to be drafted, but not to enlist, 
And too small to fight much, but then as a surgeon 

You might kill your man, if you'd sternly persist ! 



Dry up or enlist then — be somehow a true one, 

Or the old Greek proverb comes home to your doors : 

Allon iatroSy autos elkesi hruon — 

"The physician of others, himself teems with sores." 



ivd\d. 



Rest thou, great Queen of Passion, Seng and Speech, 
For all thy life was but a fierce unrest ; 

And like the angry billows. on the beach 

The sours (lark tempest warred within thy breast. 



Like as the mariners upon the sea 

Tremble and quail beneath its boundless rage 
So throbbed men's hearts and paled their cheeks at thci 

Clothed as witli thunder on thy throne — the stage. 



We mourn thee as a Etar that 's set for aye — 
A power, a glory vanished from the earth — 

Thine errors with thee in the tomb we'll lay; 
RcTcro thy genius, emulate thy worth. 



hdmt wwsit. 



The Summer and the Earth have met— 
The time we vowed to meet— 

The Fun has brought the Southwind back, 
And breath of blossoms sweet, 

And birds, and all things beautiful- 
Why tarry, then, thy feet ? 



The old house stands with open door ; 

The willows by the wall 
With beckoning boughs invite you home 

The brooks upon you call ; 
The birds rehearse their welcome o'er ; 

For you we 're waiting all. 



40 COME nOME* 



The rnstio biic^ge, where last we stood, 
Remains beneath the hill — 

The brook and life have flowed along, 
Aye, and are flowing still ; 

Yet bright the stream as on that mom, 
Should Life have more of ill 7 



What though it be a changing world ? 

No change shalt thou discern ; 
The hearts that your departure mourned. 

Will throb at your return ; 
And while the same sun beams on high 

The selfsame love shall burn, 



licjik S^gtmes* 



<*God made the country, bat man made the city'*-— 
So ruDS the old saw, and methlnks *tis true; 

At least 'twill answer in a picnic ditty, 
Though some might say, being o'er wise and witty, 

If God made man he made all man makes too. 



But we must reckon how old Adam fell — 
And "what a fall was there my countrymen," 

From yielding unto woman's fatal spell ; 
Yet surely Nature transgressed not as well, 

But still remainetb as upright a^ then. 



42 PICNie BHT1CI8. 

Hence ''there 's a pleasure in the pathless wcods/' 
Which before Byron everj lover knew ; 

Yet beyond pleasure there 's a nobler good, 
If Nature^s voice and heart be understood, 

And Nature likewise understanleth you. 



Who would not leave the pavement for the sod, 
The factory chimneys for the forest trees, 

The granite warehouse for the groves of GocI, 
The trampled dust for virgin soil untrod, 

And smoke of cities for the balmy breeze. 



Even in ancient Babylon 't was known 
A picnic life was good as prayer or mass ; 

So Nebuchadnezzar, when he'd graceless grown, 
To mend his morals was expelled his throne, 

And with his oxen was turned out to grass. 



PICNIC KBTMBfl. « 48 

So from our modern trading, spinning Babel " 

We've come to pasture in a goodlj drove. 
Bat ah, we find that we are hardlj able 

To feed on grass, and so we bring our table, 
And drive "Old Cloven Foot'* from out the grove. 



ON THE DEATH OF HIS SISTEB. 



"I went home one night to my father's house— - 

Went home to the dear ones all, 

Anti softly I opened the garden gate, 

And softly the door of the hall. 

My mother came out to meet her son, 

Phe kissed me and then she sighed, 

A^d she fell on my neck and wept, as she thought 

Qt the little boy that died." 

[JOSHCA D. ROr.IXSOIC. 

Again thou'It come home to thy Father's boasc, 

But not to the dear ones al/. 
And soilly thou'lt open the garden gate, 

And softly the door of the hall — 



Thy Mother '11 come out to meet her son, 

As she came that eventide, 
And weep, as she thinks how sister, too. 

Like The Little Boy, has died. 



to JOSHUA D. EOBINSOlf Of TIZAS, ON TEl nkTU <^ BlS^ISnail 4S 



Oh ! wanderer, little thoa dreamest now 
What the dajs have in store for thee. 

Or draining the cap of the sorcows of Life, 
How bitter the drogs shall bo. 



The carrier raven is now on the wing, 

And soon will perch at thy side, 
And with beak in thj heart, tell how sister, too, 

Like The Little B07, has died. 



No more shall the sunlight gladden thine ejres, 
As when with her smile it blended ; 

Nor the spring birds sing to thy soul as of yore. 
Or ever her song was ended. 



And when thou art faint in the battle of Life, 

And sick of its folly and pride, 
Thou wilt miss her caress, for sister, too, 

Like The Little Boy, has died. 



46 TO JOBHUA B. ROBINSON, OF TEXAS, ON THl DEATH CF BIB SISII 



But at last thou'llt go home to thy Father's house- 
Go home to the dear ones all, 
In the Deathless Land, where beauty ne'er fades, 
And where the leaves never fall ; 



And for her thou hast lost an angel thou 'lit have 
While the years of God shall abide, 

And shalt know it was well that sister, too, 
Like The Little Boy, has died. 



l\t ^xBkm wBfih. 



Oat the window idly peering 

On the mighty human tide, 
"Which its troubled front uprearing, 

Tossed with passion, swelled with pride, 
Through the street doth ebb and flow, 

A ripple, that did Life foreshow, 
This morning I espied. 



A girl of summers half a score, 
Poet eye and sunny hair. 

Tripping from a sculptor^s door, 
Did a marble Cupid bear — 

Up to the sky she turned her gaze, 
And stumbled, heeding not her ways, 

And dashed the treasure there. 



48 THE BBOKSN CUPID. 



Emblem of thj future ever, 
Maiden of the dream j eye — 

If its glance from Earth thou sever, 
Turning to the sunlit sky, 

Trusting aught above the toil 
And grovelling of Life's turmoil, 

Haply thou mays't fall and die. 



And the love thy heart may cherish- 

It abideth not for aye — 
As his marble type did perish, 

Love himself may flee away, 
While thy hopes all ruined lie. 

Scorned by the selfish passer-by, 
Like the marble wreck to-day. 



^|« ^aute oi |ile* 



Hast eyer entered billiard halls, 
To while an idle hour away ? 

Hast marked the white and ruby balls 
Ranged on the table for the play, 

With eager sportsmen, armed with wands 
Drawn up to try their cunning hands T 



Behold them deftly aim the blow, 
That sets the ivoriea cheek by jole, 

Hustling each other to and fro, 
Till to the pocket's brink they roll, 

When tired of dodging left and right, 
They drop and then are lost to sight. 



ftO TBI «An OT UII. 



So earth is but a billiard room, 

# 
And Life a hard contested play ; 

We are the balls, and ours the doom 
That Fate should thrust us every way, 

Until perchance some lucky cast 
Shall send us to the Grave at last 



'At milmi fank 



WRITTSN AT THS DEDICATION OF SAUSBUKT CEMETERY. 



The Silent Land the whole earth uDcierlies — 
The dead are more and mightier than the living; 

While every pulse-beat one more spirit flies, 
To the Pale Monarch his allegiance giving. 



On every hillside and in every valley 

The green tents of the spectral camp are springing ; 
And host on host, the sons of Adam r&lly 

To the great dcad*march fhe whole world is singing. 



52 m BiUEMT LAND. 



Msny are pressed from out the raLks of life^ 
Still fighting with an energy sublime, 

While many, weary of the wasting strife, 
Desert their post, and die before their time. 



The dead ccnscrlption spareth no estate — 
The ranks are swaying with the tottering old ; 

Beauty snd youth upon the Conqaerer wait, 
And prattling babes his weary hands uphold. 



So let 08 erer in the right abide ; 

So let OS fight that when at last we fall, 
And join the vanquished on the othrr side, 

We still shall be victcrious over all. 



8UN6 AT THl H4S0NIC CBLEBBATION IN NEWBUBTPORT, 1858. 



brothers of the Mystic Tie, 

Who have come down, with shining feet. 
Across ihe ages dark gone by, 

Here in the Age of Light we meet. 



Upon the Level now we stand. 
Of every creed and every kin, 

A sacred, tried, and trusty band, 
Where Truth alone can enter in. 



Though the world s battle rage around. 
And pride and scorn and hate increasCi 

Within our circle still are found 
Friendship and Charity and Peace. 



14 MiaONIC HTXN. 

The Compass shall oar boundsj define ; 

The truthful Square our motives trj, 
And still the Plummet and the line 

To every action we'll apply. 



Thus patient workers, on we'll go, 

And stone by stone the tower shall rise, 

With firm foundations here below, 
And with the Cap-stone in the skies. 



m mmmbtt. 



One frosty morning, a few suns ago, 
As Earth lay slumbering 'neath her sheet of snow. 
And I, indifferent to things mundane, 
Essayed another morning nap in vain, 
I heard upon the crisp and crusty sleet 
The measured cadence of approaching f^et ; 
Anon they bounced on the piazza floor, 
And tripped along, and halted at the door- 
Then gingle, gingle went the noisy bell. 
And broke the last link of the drowsy spell. 
As unconverted Hindoos, at Bombay, 
From Pious England's guns are shot away. 
And thus converted 8tra,ight to jackal's meat, 
So out of bed I shot, and gained my feet. 
And quicker far than I can write it down 
Jumped into slippers, cap and dressing gown. 



5t IHB TUBNOm. 

At first i thought of clients, then in fan, 

Tet half in earnest, said it was a dun. 

I rushed down stair^i, as falls a shooting star ; . 

Lit with one match the fire and a cigar ; 

Then puffing leisurely, I oped the door, 

As if I'd been up for an hour or more. 

No dun, no client, but to mj surprise, 

I only saw a pair of roguish eyes. 

Under a hood, or some such strange disguise. 

I soon discoTered it was little Bess, 

Who thinking haply I was in distress, 

This cold, hard winter, and not fit to die, 

Had brought, to save me, a gigantic pie — 

A mince turnover, two feet six by three ; 

Though where 'twas baked I'm blest if I can see. 

I dragged it in, for I am strong and hearty,-^ 

Then sent cut invitationa Ibr a party ! 

It opened rich — the crust, like flakea of snow, 
Fell in a shower before my well aimed blow ; 
And from its depths unfathomable rose 
Such fragrance as o'er Ceylon's island blows. 
Mcthinks that all the good things of the world 
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In one vast chaos in that pie were hurled — 

New England apples, Brighton beef the best, 

Flour from the South, and shortening from the West, 

Sugar from Cuba, 'neath the tropic smiles, 

A dozen spices from a dozen isles, 

Citron and currants from far **up the straits," 

Brought down through Hercules* eternal gates, 

Brandy from Bordeaux and sweet wine from Spain, 

And cider from the old mill down the lane. 

With twenty other nice things, rich and rare — 

The Lord knows what — brought from the Lord knows where. 

And then the eating — language is but weak — 

A hundred thousand words are all we speak. 

And I have searched Noah Webster through and through. 

But can't find words to give that pio its due. 

O, Epicurus, jou lost such a boon 

By being born two thousand years too soon. 

Had you but flourished in this age of ours, 

Or that turnover had been made in yours. 

The very Stoics had been proselyted, 

And all their grim and morbid fancies righted. 

Diogenes himself had brought his tub. 

And bade you fill it with such luscious grub, 



68 m TOBNOTIB. 

England's roast be^f I've known in days of yore ; 
I've swallowed oysters on Virginia's shore ; 
And I have strained over this monstached lip 
BauUlon Francois enough to float a ship ; 
On turtle steaks, of mortal broils the best, 
I've broken fast full often, at Key West ; 
And round the Gulf, where now Secessia reigns, 
I've plucked the fig, till purple with its stains ; 
And in the Indies' soft voluptuous clime 
Have sucked the orange and the spicy lime ; 
And mid the gorgeous forests of Brazil, 
Of rare and nameless fruits have had my fill ; — 
Then at Plumb Island, 'neath Dame Lufkin*s sway. 
Have I not preyed on clams the livelong day ? 
But as the stars pale when the sun gets high, 
So pale they all before that mighty pie ! 



|0 % m^md sf nibttiM. 



Comet ahoj ! where from and 'whither bouod, ^ 
Through unknown seas of trackless ether sailing, 

Where on some star-strand you might run aground, 
Despite your million miles of rudder trailing*? 



I've watched your movements with the glass all night ; 

But can't make out your flag, or name, or nation : 
You may get knocked yet «*higher than a kite," 

If you go prowling incog round creation. 



Your papers, if you please, sir, I'll examine : 
You look to me like some bold privateer — 
^Your ''manifest" has "war and plague and famine" — 
We've got the first— the rest we don't want here. 



60 TO TBE COMET OF 1861. 



Your "clearaDce'' shows you sailed out from the Sud, 
Aud bound to cruise forever to and fro ; 

And by your **log" you've had a jolly run, 

But what you cruise for I would like to know. 



If you're the chap that made Charles doflf his crown. 
As Austria's sun fell from its noon-day sumrcit, 

And now appear to put "Old Abraham" down, 
I tell you, Comet, that you cannot come it. 



For Abe 's a man, albeit, can split a rail. 
And mend a split, it may be, in a state : 

He won't be frightened by just one long tail. 
Who's stood ten million longer ears of late. 



Or if *twas you smashed that old star asunder, 
Strewing with asteroids the heavenly way, 

1 beg you won't upon our planet blunder — 
Such Union- splitting we don't think will pay. 
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Or if you are a new born frisky thing, 
Just starting out to take a morning stroll, 

A word of caution in jour waj 1*11 fling — 
You're rather /{Wf, young Comet, 'pon my soul 



And by our etiquette you're not polite — 
You bolt through unannounced — a heinous sin ; 

When next you come report yourself, some night, 
Tc^ Cambridge glasses, and they'll pass you in ! 



And then your tail — bog pardon for the naming — 
Is not so modest as a tail might be ; 

For a young sprig 'tis rather long and flaming, 
Though you improve in that respect, I see. 



But Perihelion Point you've doubled now, 
And soon will pass beyond all mortal ken ; 

What or where you are, we know not, nor know 
What, nor where we'll be, when you come again. 



\^\n mnint^ ^)3am^. 



The "Old Man bloquint" has goae to rcst- 
The noblest pillar in Columbia's fane 
Has crumbled downward to its native dust, 
And left a blank man may not fill again. 



With all his armor on, with action bright — 
His brow with bays of eighty years entwined — 
Still at his post, still on the side of Bight, 
He died — and has not left his like behind. 



The firm in purpose, and the true at heart ; 
Oppression's foe, his country's warmest friend ; 
In every station, acting well his part — 
No bribe could swerve, no party chains could bend. 



JOHN QUINOT ADAMS. 63 

When sly collusion in her secret hall, 
With bold defection, laid the wicked plot ; 
When Malice poured her black envenomed gall ; 
When Passion raged and Slander spread her blot, 



He stood serene, as stands the beacon light 
Between the veering wind and angry wave ; 
And when the Ship of State was wrapt in night 
And storm and terror, he appeared to save. 



His mission o'er his foes revere his name ; 
Suppress the censure and the heartless sneer ; 
Forgive the failings of his human frame, 
Blinded to all by many an honest tear. 



Ay, weep, Columbia — tears become thee well ; 
Thy friend has fallen in thy darkest hour — 
Who, now, like him, the risin^r surge shall quell, 
Of fraud, injustice, selfishness and power? 
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His work is done-^he's seen "the last of £ftrth'' ; 
He died "oontent" and left behind a name, 
Which, while the good and great are deemed of worth, 
Shall stand, unblemished, on the roll of Fame. 



ht £tIantU §«k0rap^. 



"And when the seven thunders had uttered their voice, I heard a voice 
saying unto me, seal up those things which the seven thunders ut- 
tered. ♦♦And I saw a mighty angel come down from Heaven ; and he 
had in his hand a little book open ; and he set his ri^ht foot upon 
the sea, and his left foot on the land ; and he sware by him that liveth 
forever and ever, that there should be time no longer. ♦♦And he laid 
hold on Satan and bound him a thousand years, that he should de- 
ceive the nations no more ; but after that he must be loosed a little 
season."— l_Rev. 



Now the last thunder to the world has sounded^ 

And closed forever is the book of fate ; 
Now man's progression hath been marked and bounded, 

And they who labored henceforth only wait. 



The Apocalyptic Angel now comes forth, 

And standeth on the sea and on the shore, 
And lifting up his voice through all the earth, 

Swears by the Eternal One that time shall be no more. 



66 THE ATLAMTIQ TILBQRAPH. 



The six days fable of the old creation 
Toaehes the past and future time likewise^- 

As a gray minstrel closeth his narration, 
Then tuma him round and i?traightway prophecies. 



God wrought six days — creation is begun — 
Symbol to man of what his work shall be ; 

Man tolls a week of ages — and 'tis done — 

Conquered are time and space, earth, air and sea. 



This is the day by seer and bard foretold, 
The dawning of the thousand yeaas-of peaoe— > 

This is the chain that doth Apollyon hold ; 
Long may the angel tarry ere he bring release. 



1^* Idt-wi ^fb2nti0. 



We oome the happy pair to greet 
Who've walked the golden cycle through, 
Where Hymen ever led their feet 
With torch that daily brighter grew. 



And standing inptheir ripened prime, 
The old pledge is re-given now. 
When in the "Indian Summer" time, 
The Sun to Earth renews his vow. 



Brother and Sister, Child an d Friend 
Salute yt>a on these nuptials golden. 
And may your new life's bliss extend 
In broadening measures from the olden. 



68 TEE OOLDIN WSDDIN«. 

And when Life's aatumn glories wane, 
And winter, cold and dark, creeps on, 
May you an honored rest attain, 
Tour part performed, your laurels won. 



fint^ 



The ADgol of oar hoasehold has departeds- 
She came unto ns from the glory Und, 
With its immortal beauty on her brow, 
And all oar earthly vapors dimmed it not, 
Bat it has growa the brighter until now. 



She walked with us a guardian and consoler — 
Her hand was gentleness, her words were peace, 
And as an infant's prayer all void of guile ; 
And though she worshipped at stern duty's shrine, 
Yet was a constant joy — a living smile. 



TO ^i^* 



Early she wearied, and lay down to rest 
Iq the dark vale tiiat skirts the road of life,. 
And the Death Angel took her by the hand, 
And all regardless of our tears and prayers, 
He led her back into her native land. 



As the old devotee in anguish cried 
"My Gods ye*ve taken from me," so cried we ; 
Still dark winged Azrael kept his upward fliglit ; 
And when Heaven's portals oped to let her in 
We caught, for once, a glimmer oi its light. 



"Oh could we wake, and find it but a dream,'' 
We cried in anguish as we kissed her brow. 
Thy wish, Mourners, time will soon fulfil ; 
It is a dream, a part of life's short dream ; 
Soon we shall wake, and find her living still. 



<•!• » 



'Tis somewhere writ in Grotius, 
The Eoman laws digest — 

That ^^Socii mei socius 
Meus socius non est" — 



Which by interpretation, 
Proclaimeth the decree — 

That partners of my partner 
My partners may not be. 



Of yore the rule was broken — 
A precedent for truth — 

In burning words were spoken 
That partnership of Ruth : 



72 EUTH. 

"Where thou goest I will go, — 
And wheie thou liest lie— 

Thy god thy people shall be mini — 
And with thee will I die." 



'\||t fezi 1^2" mi t^sl 



Titus stood musing as the sun went down. 
His brow all golden with the Heavenly ray, 

That sat upon it like the Imperial crown,^.. ' 
And as it vanished cried **I've lost a day !" 



I've lost a day-«The Sun's alLseeing eye 
Beholds no glory by my legions won ; 

No wise law given beneath the Roman sky; 
No just decision ; no good action done. 



No earnest blow dealt in the spirit strife ; 

No manly victory over self and sin ; 
No upward progress in the inner life — 

I've lost a day I nevermore may win. 



74 "TUB LOST day" NOT LOST. 



Not 80, O Titus; deem not lost the day 
That gave birth unto that immortal speech, 

Words that aiown the centuries dark way 
The worth of time to man forever teach. 



Had thy repentant thought remained unspoken. 
Still had the thought itself the day redeemed — 

Who mourns a broken law has no law broken, 
And but atones for what transgression scen.ed. 






It seems but yesterday that thou wert born 
"Mid wintry storms, thy natal pangs and tears; 

When Old Aquarius, with o'erflowing born, 
Fondly baptized thee last and best of years. 



Thy swaddling clothes of snow were soon outgrown ; 

Thy childish April tears soon wiped away ; 
And thou, a very king, didst mount the throne, 

Full-robed and flower-crowned, ia the realm of May. 



Anon the fierce midsummer "Lion" roared ; 

Anon the Sun was of the ** Virgin" born, 
Who joyfully the purple wine oatpoared. 

And bound her temples with the waving corn. 



THl CLOSrNO TIAR. 



The vows that Spring did on the blossoms \nito 
October's fruits and golden grain redeemed ; 

The tree of life had drank the fount of light, 
And all the earth with ripened glory teemed. 



The Indian Summer, like an opium vision 

Of Mahmoud's paradise, crept o'er the world ; 

And all the banners of all lands elysian 
Were in the forest and the field unfurled. 



November came — the ''Archer" drew his bo'V, 
And one bj one, shot down the lingering leaves : 

December *s here — behold thy shroud of snow, 
Poor dying year, with bloodless hand he weaves. 



Thou shalt not die unhouored — thou shalt go 

With men and empires down the rapid river ; 
Hell at thy coming moves for thee below, 
, And war and plague replenish Azrael's quiver. 
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Ala9, the hecatombi of mortal men, 

The bleeding sacrifice that speeds thy flight ; 

Alas the trembling nation, that hath been 
To all the world a landmark and a light. 



Alas the hopes that blossomed with the spring, 
Whose fruit, like Sodom's apple, was but dust ; 

Alas the angels that have taken wing. 
And left the soul to mammon and to lust. 



Alas for those who, where the two ways met, 
Turned down the left hand to the Stygian shore ; 

Alas for him who, halting, wavering yet, 
Heeds not the warning of the billow*s roar. 



Yet these but mark the shadow of thy wings, 
For on thy brow that dawning day appears, 

Whose praise the everlasting anthem rings. 
That echoes down the sepulchre of years. 



78 TBI CL08IK0 YEAR. 



And thou, the heir to those dead years of old, 
Hast walked thy way by their united light 

Thou dost inherit all their garnered gold 
Of wisdcni, glory, liberty and right. 



The stream of truth goes broadening evermore, 
Though oil it breaks upon some stranded wrong — 

So the spent waves retreat adown the shore, 

While still the tide comes swelling grand and strong. . 

I 

i 
What though tve fall — Heaven shall not pass away : 

Though earth shall fade, the universe will bloom ; 

A nobler life springs from the old decay, 

As the New Year shall rise from out thy tomb. 



IjMt Shxn IB mulSf. 



Little Clara, the loved one, has left us — 
Wandered out through the door of the tomb ; 

And the day that was fair at the dawning, 
Closed early in darkness and gloom. 



But she sought not alone the dark river, 
For our souls they went down to the shore ; 

And somewhat of its chili and its shadow 
Will cling to our lives evermore. 



Now a pall seems to hang o'er the village, 
Where the light of her beauty was shed ; 

People look into each other's faces, 
And read there that Clara is dead. 



80 UTTUB CLARA IS BIAD. 

Subdued is the shout of the schoolbojs, 
And their hearts are no more in their play ; 

And the girls sit demure or weeping, 
For their idol is taken awaj. 



Her piano stands covered and silent—^ 
No more to her touch shall it sound ; 

Her slippers are there, on the footstool ; 
Her books are all lying around. 



We listen when school-time is over. 
And seem to distinguish her tread ; 

But as slowly it fades down the distance, 
We remember that Clara is dead. 



Yet while we are mourning below, 
The angels are joying above 

That a sweet sister angel has entered 
Their circle of infinite love. 



ii^dsitiiitiss in ma^l^nl^^ 



Of all the festal scenes I've known 

Upon this life-tide rushing by, 

That mid my darker days have shone 

Like stars from a beclouded sky, 

The gayest of the whole array 

I deem that Christmas holiday. 

The lights were bright in Aigbuth's halls ; 

The misletoo and holly green ; 

And never echoed yet those walls 

To gladder sounds of mirth, I ween ; 

Nor gushed a deeper flow of soul 

O'er wine-cup and o'er wassail bowl. 

A glad re-union then and there 

Of England's heart and England's flower, 

Whose sons and daughters brave and fair, 

Conspire with joy to crown the hour, 



82 CHRISTMAS IN INGLANB. 

And gathered roand the ample boards 
To keep the birth-day of the Lord. 
I'll ne'er forget the quaint old plays, 
That made the hours like moments fly ; 
The songs and legends of the days 
Of England's morning long gone by ; 
The dancers whirling to and fro ; 
The kisses 'neath the mistletoe. 
Wherever I may chance to roam, 
Or in whatever scene may be — 
Kesting in my New England home, 
Or bounding o'er the restless sea — 
Ne'er from my heart shall fade away 
The memory of that Christmas day. 



*»/ tell the tale as he told it me.'^ 



The war began, and far and wide 

Rang out the watchword of the brave ; 

While up and down each mountain side 
The victims rallied for the grave* 



I well remember how I turned, 
All glory smitten, from our door— 

M J Father's prajers and tears I spunied ; 
And hee ded but the battle's roar, 



And I went forth — a foolish boy — 
And flung the plough and sickle by — 

Went forth to plunder and destroy — 
Went forth to kill — perchance to die. 



STORY OV THE SWISS MIN0TREU 

That gloomy day, to folly cast, 
I will not dwell upon it now — 

I see it frowning through the past. 
With bloody halos on its brow. . 



The war was o'er, and once again 
The star of peace began to smile ; 

The clash of arms, the trumpeted strain, 
And dying groans were hashed awhile. 



Weary and worn and sick at heart, 

I sought the clime I loved so well- 
Dear home, why did we ever part. 
For all the wars of earth or hell ? 



At last, one evening, from a steep, 
I spied our cottage far below — 

It seemed from out the hills to peep — 
Vying in whiteness with their snow. 
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And just beyond, a silver lake, 

Which mirrored forth the western sky^ 
And roand the porch the curling brake — 

And weeds, alas ! on drawing nigh. 



Tes, weeds in wild loxariancc grew 
Across the little graveled path, — 

'T \ra8 then with throbbing heart I flew 
Towards all which I held dear on earth. 



The blood forsook the trembling hand 
That knocked upon the oaken door ; 

Anothefr moment, faint and blind, 
I staggered 'cross the dusty floor. 



I called aloud for Mother, Sire, 

For Brother, Sister, all in vain ; 
They all had gone ;— the social fire 
Was ne'er to light that hearth again. 



as BIOET of .THl SWIflf MXNSTRCL. 



My Father's harp, which silent hung 
Upon the walls so bleak and bare, 

JAantled with dust, and all nnstrung. 
Bevealed the desolation there. 



I sunk in sleep ; — but in the morn 
I wandered forth ; a friend 1 found- 

I asked where mj beloved had gone, — 
He pointed to the burial ground ; 



And said **while man with fiendish wrath, 
With brother's blood imbued his hand. 

The gods joined in the work of death, 
And sent a plague throughout the land. 



And as they wasted, one by one, 
We laid them gently down to rest ; 

And sent our children in the morn, 
To plant wild flowers upon each breast." 



STOBT 0? THE SWISS MIKSTRSL. 



He eniei ; and without a tear, 

1 drained ihe dregs of misery's cup. — 

Such blighting woe mj heart did sear, 
And dried the sjJrlngs of sorrow up. 



Then Switzerland and her Alpine chain 
Possessed no other charm for me — 

I strung my Father's harp again, 
And hasted from her o'er the sea. 



And now I wander east ani} west, 
To wake for every idle train 

The notes my father loved the best.^- 
And hope with him to strike again. 



^tiUm 011 % hst ]pa:0t 0I an Sll'in^iii* 



Pure as this Album*s marble paje 
Keep thy heart's tablets evermore — 

Let every leaf, from youth to a^e, 
With lines of truth be written o'er. 



As a false word, or siain, or spot 
No labor from this sheet can sever, 

80 keep in mind that Error's blot 
Will mar the Spirit's page forever. 



!rhen in Life's album, O my friend, 

Write words of beauty, truth and grace, 

So when, as now, thou 'st reached the end, 
!Pioa shall see nought chou would'st erase. 



r^^'^'^ -;^ 



WITH THE author's TRANSLATION 07 DANTl'S HELL. 



Dear cousin Anna, I know very well 

'Tis rather rude to "give" a lady "Hell !" 
Yet if you value keepsakes by their cost, 

Of all I have you '11 prize this volume most, 
For to this fragment of Great Dante's song 

I've given thought and earnest labor long — 
Accept it with much love, and ever pray 

That if we meet beyond Life's fleeting day 
Our eyes upon some brighter world may look 

^an those sad regions pictured in my book. 



H 



Not for thy presence majestic ; 

Not for tby Juno-likc head ; 
Not for thy form like a statue ; 

Nor thy imperial tread ; 
Not for thine eyes like the morning ; 

Not for thy tresses like night ; 
Not for thy lips' burning ruby ; 

Nor brow of radiant white ; 
Not for thy hand like a lily ; 

Not for thy voice like a lute ; 
Not fbr thy^wit and thy wisdom, 

Though sages before thee are mute ; 
Not for thy acres and mansion ; 

Nor name so honored and old ; 
Not for thy laces and jewels ; 

Not lor thy greenbacks and gold ; 



NOT. 93 



Not for the wines in tbj cellar, 
Though fit for Oljrmpns above, 

Not for all these, Arabella — 
Nor anything dse^do I love ! 



^riitjlieii itir un ^Ihrnm. 



As thy fair Hebrew namesake, Ruth, 
Went gleaning mid the jellow grain, 

So in the golden field of Truth 
May you eternal treasure gain* 



As Boaz, master of the4aiid. 
Gave her the largess of his love, 

May you forevermore command 
Like honor from the Lordabove^ 



§l^t ^akibtfSf opt* 



Fte the last hoar I've closely scanned 
The shilling bauble in my hand, 
And seen the colored beads and glass 
Act over their deceitfal &rce — 
What wild creations spring to view. 
And oh ! how quick they vanish too- 
One turn brings up some magic flower 
Nor formed, nor e*er conceived before ; 
Another turn it leaves the train ; 
No art may bring it back again— 
And thus the endless changes ring 
Upon each gay and worthless thing. 

From the other side I viewed the scene, 
No fltittering lens to intervene ; 
But b ! the*magic all had flown, 
And left a heap of glass and stone ; 
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In vain I rolled it o'er and o'er, 
Twas more chaotic than before ; 
And in the little world of strife 
I saw a miniature ofiiie, 

And thought the glass might shadow forth 

An image of this bauble Earth. 

The Earth, revolving 'mong the spheres 

By days and weeks, and months and years. 

While on it, in confusion hurled. 

Are pilei^ of gUss, and stone, and gold ; 

A ribbon here, and there a name ; 

Crowns and kingdoms, titles, fame, 

Which through some lying medium viewed. 

Attract the eager multitude ; 

A scheme, the order of to-day, 

To-morrof? it has passed away ; 

One bubble burst, which led the train. 

They chase another just as vain, 

And hope each rolling day will bring 

Some new, some bright and better thing ; 

But cross the grave, and from that side 
Look back upon our former pride — 
A mas& of rubbish, daubad and gilt, 
Rolling in chaos wide. 



^n mtmotinm. 

On the death of the two danghters of Govbbnob Oaxnrs, who fell vkij 
to the cholera in Brazil, while on their paPFnge to Oregon. 



Twas in the hallowed twilight hour 
I walked a gorgeous tropic strand. 

The orange grove, the century flower, 
And diamond streams on every band ; 

Yet through imagination's power. 
Still lingered in my native land. 



The Andes' towering peaks I dreamed 
Were but the hillocks round my home, 

And Bio Grande's cturent seemed 
The river where I used te roam, 

While some New England town I deemed 
Desterro's spires and glittering dome. 
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The illusive vision to complete^ 

I started at lu j mother tongue, 
Discoursed in tones as clear and sweet 

As e'er from an ^olian rung ; 
When at the sound of tripping feet, 

Three girls into my presence sprung. 



One was a gay Brazilian maid, 
In beauty like her native sky — 

The others of a bearing staid^ 
And of the thoughtful Saxon eye, 

Far from their Northern homo had strayed, 
The rugged land of liberty. 



That happy land they bade adieu, 

In tears their hopes could ne'er repress — 

Broke ties they never might resew — 
Left love that never more could bless, 

As o'er three seas eternal blue 

They sought Columbia's wilderness. 
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They spoke in raptures of the scene 
Displayed above, beneath, around — 

Admired the islets perennial green, 
By Ocean's angry billows bound—* 

The towering cliff, the sky serene, * 
And Flon.'s robe, that decked the ground 



Then playfully, they bade me tell 
The Southern maiden at their side 

Her Eden land they loved so well 
That with her they would fain abide — 

Nor cared in western shades to dwell 
Where roams the wild man in hie pride. 



"Oh" answered Rosa, *'estar bon^ 
The promptings of your hearts obey ; 

Nor seek the wilds of Oregon, 
Over the ocean's stormy way, 

And sisters three, we '11 be as one. 
Throughout a life'f eventful day." 
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We parted then, nor thought, alas I 
How in that wish their doom was spoken— 

Ah, fearfully it came to pass — 
The morning light revealed the token -«- 

For ere the bells had called to mass 
The plague spot on their brows had broken. 



They went not to the Western land. 
To dwell beneath their father's sway, 

To smooth his brow, sustain his hand, 
And cheer him on his downward way— 

But we left them on the golden sand. 
Where they had fondly wished to stay. 



The lofty mountain they admired 
Will tower for aye above their bed — 

The fruits and blossoms they desired 
Their fragrance will around them shed- 

And the sunset, which their bosoms fired 
Will glow at evening on the dead. 



o^rft*^«-fe/- ■> 



100 IN MElJOBUir. 

Brazil, thy sparkling gems are Inown 
Throughout the world as rare and bright, 

But on thy shores the fates have thrown 
Two stranger pearls, of purer light, 

Plucked from the circle where they shone, 
And lost forever to the sight. 



im^mu. 



My first is ever fresh and bright — 

Old age it never knows ; 
My second after every fight 

We do to friends and foes ; 
My third to brilliant speech or deed 

Has fired a myriad souls ; 
My whole, a city gone to seed, 

Sits where the ocean rolls. 



^xdiuhthu: 



i^t mn ¥r»|ttttnt0 of *'^kt ^nttl^ S^^* 

Being all that remains of the nine books of Sappho. 



8ee Sappho's golden lyre, dismantled and onstrung — 
Lost amid Time's ruins the barning songs she song — 
Down to the brbk of Lethe her shade by Fate was driyen— 
When lo! the Muses with themselves nambercd her in HeaTen. 



I 
HYMN TO VENUS. 



Many-throned, immortal Love — 
Offspring of the gods above — 
Oh ! withdraw thy cruel dart 
From thy votary's bleeding heart. 



And from thy celestial homs, 
From thy father's golden dome 
Now descend my vows to hear — 
Strains that erewhile charmed my ear. 
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Then thy wanton sparrows gay 
Soared on sable wings away ; 
And through azure fields afar 
Swiftly wheeled thy buoyant cmt. 



Back they sped — thy face divine 
Beamed in tenderness on mine ; 
Asked what grief my heart dismayed 7 
Wty I sought thy Heavenly aid ? 



Who begat my frantic mood ? 
"Who yet triumphed unsubdued ? 
Whom would Sappho's beauty snare 7 
Who had wrought my, heart despair. 



Though thy lavished gif\s he spurn, 
He shall woo with gifts in turn. 
Though in waywardness he flee, 
Uo &hall, ere long, follow thee. 



IMtH TBM ran nuaiiENw o? "toa tshis musb." 



Goddess once again descend — 

On my alt&r fires attend— 

Burst the bonds thy care hath wrought — 

Grant the boon my sqjil hath sought. 



II 

ODE ON A TOUTH WHOM SHE LOVED. 

Proud equal of the gods above 
Whoever tastes a heaven like this — 
To sit with thee and feel thy love 
8mile and sing his soul to bliss. 



*Twas this awoke my bosom's fire — 
Twas this my heart with passion tost, 
Till I grew speechless with desire, 
Gazing till my voice was lost. 



With loosened bands the subtile flame 
Through every maddened pulse careers ; 
A darkness oVr my vision came, 
And soft murmurs filled my ears. 
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My breath in sweet delirium fled — 
The cold damps gathered oq my brow — 
Deep pallor o'er my temples spread — 
Life to Love did well nigh bow. 



iir. 

ON THE ROSE. 

Should Jove a queen of flowers create, 
The Rose would rule the floral state — 
The valley's blush, the eye of Spring, 
The garden's sweetest offering. 
Earth has no bloom the rose above — 
Her fragrance is the breath of love — 
She wooos the Zephyr with her smile — 
Her beauties every sense beguile. 



IV 

TO A SCORNFUL WOMAN. 

Proud woman, know when death shall seal thine eyes, 
His signet also shall thy name efface ; 
For thy untutored hand could never rise, 
To plucf Pieria's flowers of deathless grace — 
To Pluto's realnn shalt thou descend in shame, 
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With kindred shades forevermore to lie ; 
While Sappho, soaring on the wings of fame, 
Shall wrest from Fate her immortality. 

THE SAMR TAANSLATED FROM A LATIN VEBSION. 

Proud woman, with thy death shall die thy name, 
For thy rude hand ne'er plucked Pieria's flower — 
To Pluto's empire thou shall go in shame, 
While I am soaring in immortal power. 



V. 

ODE WRITTEN IN A FIT OF JEALOUSY. 

Ah, cruel Love, sweet-bitter birdling thou ; 
Yet to thy valor must the mighty bow — 
My soul is melting 'neath thy burning wing — 
Thy blighting ardor doth my heart UDstring — 
For lovely Athis, breaking every vow, 
For proud Andromeda forsakes me now. 



VI 

FRAGMENT PRESERVED IN HEPH^ESTION. 

Alas ! dear mother, all my anxious toil 
To guide the flying shuttle is in vain — 
The task will little Cupid ever spoil,' • 
Till in my heart his mo her cease to leign 
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vn. 

EPIGRAM. 

The fair bride, Timas, ere her lord's embrace, 
By death deflowered on Proserpina's bed, 
Receives, a tribute to each honored grace. 
The flowing locks from each companion's head. 



VIII 

SAPPHO'S REPLY TO ANACREON, 

The song the Teian Minstrel sung. 
When loud his lyre my praises rung. 
Was thine, O Mose ! each heavenly tone 
He echoed from thy golden throne. 



IX 

FRAGMENT PRESERVED BY HEPHiESTION. 

The Moon has quenched her silver light — 
The Pleiades, bright sisters seven, 
Have midway climbed the path of Heaven. 
*Tis now the solemn noon of night — 
The worli is all at rest, while 1 
Forsaken and in sorrow li?. 
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X. 

FRAGMENT PRESERVED BY HEPH^firiON. 

YcDus fair, tby aid divine 
Grant to night our festal band ; 
Wreathe the bowl of rosy wine, 
Bear it on from hand to hand — 
None are here l^ut friends of mine, 
None but round thy altar stand. 



FBOM THE OBBMAN. 

See in his dingy armory 
The printer general stand, 
Marshalling up the host of types 
With silent waving hand. 



They heed no flourish of the tramp ; 
No mystic moves define, — 
Bat one by one, with oli<^.king step. 
They rally in the line. 



And on the morrow they go forth 
In columns full and strong, 
Whose footsteps ne'er can be effaced. 
To battle with the wrong. 



110 THl PBIHTIB QENEKAL. 



Compared to them the bloody host 
That steel-clad heroes lead 
Is but a dewdrop to the sea, 
lo power and mighty deed. 



Then on, ye little warriors on — 
Each day renew the fight, 
Till the grim old wrong surrenders 
The World unto the right. 



FROM THE OERHAK. 

There came three students from beyond the Rhine, 
And cheerily called they at Dame Werter*s door ; 

Dame, we would taste of thy good beer and wine. 
And thy fair daughter would we see once more. 



Here is my beer and wine 'tis fresh and sweet — 
Now eater yonder silent darkened room — 

There lies my daughter in her winding sheet. 
With all the sad adornings of the tomb. 



The drst from ofif the white face raised the veil, 
And gaaed upon her with a saddened brow — 

O, if thou wert alive, thou maiden pale, 
How fondly, dearly would I love thee now ! 
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The second looked, and dropped the veil again, 
And turned away to hide ths falling tear — 

To thus behold thee is a bitter pain, 

For I have loved thee for this many a yer.r. 



Then came the third, and lifting up the veil, 
Kissed the calm lips and bathed them with his teajrs— 

I loved thee, and still love thee, maiden pale, 
And still will love thee through eternal years. 



That kiss gave new life, like Promethean flame 
The maiden rose, and standing by his side. 

In burning accents did those lips proclaim - 
She was the student's loved and loving bride. 



Hxtm. 



FBOM TIUE OERMAir. 



'Tis told in mjthologio lore 
How, in the golden days of yore, 

The angels walked with men ; 
But I had deemed those ages past, 
As back a longing look I cast, 

And sighed for what had been. 



Yeij on the road of life one day 
I met an angel by the way. 

With heaven around her path ; 
And had I then sought heaven on high, 
The guardians of the upper sky 

Had sent me back to earth. 
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Fast by my side she stayed her flight. 
And folded up her pinions bright, 

And laid her hand in mine ; 
And then her glory-beaming eyes 
Like stars upon my night did rise, 

With inflnenoe ditine. 



This angel guest is named Seeene ; 
And with pure soul and holy mien 

She's tarried here since then ; 
So now, as in the good time olden. 
Now, as in the ages golden,. 

Angels may walk with men. 



m %uUh Dif % §0l^B* 



FROM HOMKR. 



Thus thundered to the gods Saturniaa Jove, 
And fiercer still the stubborn contest drove — 
Now in hot haste Heaven*s host is marshalled forth, 
With various minds, to aid the hoets of earth-^ 
Juno and Pallcs join the Grecian fleet, 
Earth-shaking Neptune, Hermes, the discreet. 
With whom went limping Vulcac, fieroa in look, 
Whose crippled limbs with age beneath him &hook. 
But crested Mars, and unshorn Phoebus go. 
With Dian fair, rejoicuig in the bow. 
And Xanthus and Latona, Heaven's own bride, 
And joyous Venus, to the Trvfcr ' .,k — 
While stood the gods apart from mortal men 
The Greeks rejoiced, for they leheld agai.i 
Their chief Achilles, he who long forbore 
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From mmgliDg in the battles wrathfal roar, 
When Peleos' sod, the swiilb of foot drew near, 
Like slaughtering Mars, in gleaming armor proud. 
But when the Olympians joined the mortal crowd 
Again his standard dire Contention reared, 
And loud Minerva mid thq Grecians cheered — 
Now by the wall the Goddess takes her stand ; 
Now guides the strife along the echoing strand. 
But like a whirlwind Mars roars in the fight. 
And cheers the Trojans from ihe city's height , 
Or swiftly treads to animate each rank, 
Callicolonc's steep and Simois bank. 
Thus either side the Elysian host engage 
And stir the conflict to a deeper rage — 
The sire of gods and men, immortal Jove, 
With awful thunder jars the world above ; 
While Neptune shakes the earth and all the hills. 
And Ida's summit with her thousand rills, 
The Trojan city, and the Grecian fleet. 
And Hell itself, the infernal Pluto's seat. 
Who leaping from his throne shrieks out in dread, 
Lest earth be rent in sunder o'er his head, 
Disclosing to the gaze of men and gods 
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The loathful horrors of his dread abodes — 
So great a tumult rose along the plain 
Because the immortals did the strife maintain. 
Over against King Neptune in the fight 
Apollo stood, his arrows winged with light. 
Blue-eyed Minerva is opposed to Mars ; 
And Juno with the fair Diana wars, 
(The huntress goddess with the bow of gold.) 
Latona doth the ground 'gainst Mercury hold ; 
While the great river Xanthus, deep and wide, 
Fights against Vulcan with his eddying tide — 
Twas thus the gods did gainst the gods divide. 



% ^ A, 



Oblivion should that dastard's name effa'^e. 
Though giant strength, and fleetness in the race, 
And matchless power in wrestling arc his share ; 
Though than Tithonus he should be more fair; 
Than Cynarus or Midas rich in gold ; 
Than Pelop's lands a kinglier realm he hold ; 
His language graceful as Adrastus strain ; 
And though all else of earth's renown he gain, 
Who yet for lack of valor maketh all else vain. 



^omttB mixttetlU, 



TO THB MAirS OF 1>EL08. 



ll*arewell, ye lovely Delian maids, farewell — 
1 would hereafter in your memories dwell ; 
And should Gome stranger touch upon this strand, 
And ask, '*oh maidens, who in all your land 
Lives in your hearts the bard of sweetest strain ? 
Whose echoes longest in your souls remain ? 
Then answer all, **th» songs that best beguile 
Are Homer's, of old Chios* rocky isle." 

TO CUMAK. 

1 sought my native Cum as, blind and old — 
I asked for bread, alone, and not for gold — 
I would have sung her praises in a lay 
That had endured when she had passed away — 
But she, in madness, scorns the proffered fame. 
To make her children's children blush for shame ; 
Yet strong of heart, I'll bear to Pluto's gate 
The heavy lot I haply drew from fate — 
Then farewell Cumse, and a last farewell — 
I'll get me gone, and with the stranger dwell. 



\n % mbt. 



FROM ANACREON. 



Winged post boy, tell me whither-— 
Whence and whither thou art sailing, 
Wantoning along the elher, 
Fragrant dews thj wings exhaling— 
Whose art thon, my pretty dove ? 
I'm Aoacreon's, and I go, 
Joyful messenger of love. 
Fair Bathylla to and fro — 
She whose charms and graces* rare 
Might with beauty's self compare — 
Me the goddess Venus gave 
To Anacreon for a song ; 
And I stay his willing slave, 
And sweet burdens bear along — 
His love sonnets through the sky — 
Yet he fondly whispered me 
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When again I backward fly 
He perchance will set me f'res ; 
But if he should bid me go 
1 would straightway answer no. 
Why, demented, leave my home, 
Life to wear away in vain ; 
Over mountain bleak to roam, 
Battling with the wind and rain ; 
Seeking through the gloomy wood 
Buds and berries for my food. 
Now from out Anacreon's hand 
Dainty crumbs I eat with him — 
On his wine cup cooing stand. 
Sipping from its fountain brim — 
Then sail round with wanton wings, 
Dancing while the poet sings. 
And when I of sporting tire 
Drop to sleep upon his lyre. 
Now prythee, stranger, let me go ; 
I*ve told you all that you would know ; 
No magpie ever chattered so. 



Ifi ms m0t4er, 



FROM THE SPANISH— FOUND IN A BOX OF HAVANA CIOARS. 



My staff of life is broken now- 
Gone the sole object of my lore-^- 
The fragrant flowers in sadness bow, 
And gently wail her grave above. 



No art, no wisdom couJ4 ayai} — 
Stern Fate his law forever keeps-:;^ 
The life-light on her cheek grew pale, 
Aud in the tomb the dear one sleeps. 



But still thy mQ^d image fair 
Nothing from out my heart can sever- 
Graved on the inmost tablets there, 
*Twill be my guiding star forever. 



122 TO MT MOTHIB. 



In vain the world its joy would give- 
I'm deaf to every voice but one- 
It says thy mother dead doth live, 
And waits for thee beyond the Sun. 



m mhhiBU Bi t\t muxi}^^ 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



Receive ye the Earth, cries Jove from his throne — 

Take it, ! Man, it shall all be thine own ; 

I give it forever in trust to your race ; 

Go spread yourselves brotherlike over its face. 



Then springs every hand the treasure to hold ; 
Then rush for the spoils the young and the old ; 
The husbandman garners the fruits of the field ; 
The Lord whatever the forest may yield. 



The merchant his store and commerce retains ; 
The Abbot old wine to quicken his brains ; 
While the king, describing his boundary line, 
Kxclaims the tithes and the taxes are mine. 



\ 
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Then when the strife and confusion were o'er 
The Poet drew near from the dreamland shore-* 
In vain for his portion he traversed the ground , 
For all things now a possessor had foand. 



**Alus !'' then he cried, "thj favorite son 
Nor prize, nor hope from thj bountj has won ;' 
An d Heaven re-echoed his piteous mourn, 
As he bowed himself down at Jupiter's throne. 



"If thou wouli*st remain in thy dreamland fair*' 
Answered the god, '^why murmur at me? 
When earth I bestowed why wert thou not there 7" 
•«Then" answered the poet, "then I was with thee. 



My eyes on the light of thy countenance gazed ; 
Thy heavenly harmony ravished my ear ; 
Then pardon the soul, with thy glory amazed, 
Who forgot to attend on that lowlier sphere." 
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''What can I," said Jove, "the world is all given ; 
The field and the Vdllejr b^loteg ti'bt to flWs ,'— 
But if thou wilt dwell with me in mj heaven, 
Whenever thou come I will Quen.tp thee.'* 



ila:rsrip^r2rs^ bu §git^a00rsiB* 



< > * . » 1 



Let Morpheus not thy couch draw near 

Till thou hast judged with ken severe, 

Thy thoughts and actions through the year : — 

Whither thy wandering footsteps bent — 

Toward error's slope or truth's ascent — 

What thou hest learned that's worth the knowing ; 

W^hat thou hast done that's worth the doing ; 

Whom thou hast wronged beneath the sun ; 

What bounden duty lefl undone ; 

Or into what new follies run. 



1^ §<M!<r im^jiflt. 



F&OM BION. 



While lately slumbering before my eyes 

In the night visions Venus did arise, 

Leading young Cupid, who in bashful mein, 

Cast down his eyes, and bent his brow serene — 

Thus spake the goddess — unto thee I bring 

My darling boy — pray teach the child to sing. 

Then ceased her speech ; vanished her presence fair, 

Leaving the roguish pupil to my care, 

I, in simplicity, began straightway 

Teaching my charge some old bucolic lay — 

How i!an and Pallas carved the sylvan flute ; 

Mercury and Phoebus strung the lyre and lutes 

But all my lessons were alii^e unread ; 

He sung soft ditties of his ovn instead — 

The loves of gods the burden of his strain. 

And earthly conquests of his mother's reign, 

Till I, poor simple shepherd, learned to stray, 

Neglecting too, my old bucolic lay— 

I treasured all that Cupid's fancy wrought, 

^nd from the Teacher soon became the taught. 



^titosftdi^n. 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



Fleeting Time, who pauseth never, 
Of life's car the reckless driver, 
Hills and valleys bounding o 'er, 
Stay, and let me breathe an hour — 
Whither goest? what*s my fate? 
Driver, for a moment wait, 
Five and twenty years have fled 
Since with me thou*st onward sped, 
Though clouds were frowning on the way 
No shelter could thy coursers stay, 
But sick and faint I onward rolled-- 
Driver, for one moment hold. 
What a long and gloomy track 
I behold on looking back — 
Never tiring ! roit denying ! 
Over thorns and roses flying, 
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Thiough daik cli&bj thunder riven, 
And gloomy caverns thou hast driven. 
Yesterday thy coursers bounded 
Through a valo by flowers surrounded — 
Like a child I grasped the treasures, 
But thou paused not for my pie asures; 
1 snatched the rose, but ah ! I find 
The rankling thorn is left behind. 

Driver, turn the back, I pray, 
Upon life's neglected way ; 
And the hours go vainly spent 
To nay view once more present, 
Let me trace those scenes agaiu — 
Turn thee — but I plead in vain. 
K a ply thou dost to madly drive 
That thou sooner may'st arrive 
At the the quiet inn of rest. 
Where slnmber ever more is blest, 
And where thou hast bespoke my room 
Amid the silence of the tomb. 
Then, alas, and not before. 
From the storm clouds bursting o'er. 
Doth the rugged highway bend ; 
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There jolts and jars are at an end. 
Bepose is gained, the journey done — 
Driver in God's name, spur on. 



FROM THE OEBMAN OF UHLAND. 

As some great bell, though it hath ceased to swing, 
Still from its throat the waving sound doth fling ; 
As he who runneth down a mountain way, 
Striveth in vain his headlong course to stay ; 
As 'mid the smouldering embers , here and there, 
The wonted flames spring often unaware ; 
Or as some flowers until the Fall abids. 
Whose sister blossoms in the springtime di( d ; 
Or as the song the amorous, shepherd pours 
From his full heart to her he most adores. 
The wanton echoes bandy o'er the plains ; — 
Even so am I. in ending of these strains — 
For in default of polishing them o'er, 
I still sung on and added this one more. 
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